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Lars rounded the London street corner and stopped dead in his tracks. Kirk, who had been pulling on his lover's 
arm in an effort to get him to hurry up, got a couple of steps further before the resisting weight behind him 
meant he had to stop also. Turning, he raised his eyebrows at the drummer. 


‘ls there a problem?" he asked, dropping Lars’ arm to fold both his own over his chest. 


"A fucking movie theatre?!" Lars exploded, drawing the attention of several passers-by. "I let you drag me out 
of bed and halfway across fucking London to go see a movie? What's the fucking point in that?" 


A flash of what looked suspiciously like hurt moved across Kirk's face before being replaced by annoyance. He'd 
spent weeks planning this trip for the two of them to take to London Lars had bitched his way around the 
Tower of London, the London Dungeon and Madame Tussaud's. In fact, nearly all Lars had done since they had 
flown in yesterday morring was bitch, bitch, and oh yeah, bitch 


"The point, Lars? The point was to spend a little time with you that didn't involve the album, the tour, or the 
band. Lately it seems that all we do is work | didn't arrange this trip to spend time with the drummer in my 
band, | wanted to spend time with you" 


"Then why the movies? | was quite happy in the hotel room." Lars wiggled his eyebrows suggestively, lowering 


his voice at the same time. A devious smile spread slowly over Kirk's features as well 


"Because, Uli, you and | are going on a date, like regular couples. And regular couples go to the movies and shit 
on dates." 


Lars rolled his eyes, and readjusted the navy baseball cap he wore in an effort not to be too recognisable. 


"A date?" he asked, the animosity he had displayed only seconds before leaking away. Kirk was right of course, 
they had been working too fucking hard recently. And James and Rob weren't complete stupid dicks, with a 
little help from Bob they could certainly avoid fucking up the album until Lars and Kirk got back to San Rafael 
and HQ in a few days. 


Let's go then," he exclaimed, taking Kirk's arm and leading the guitarist, who was extremely confused at Lars’ 


sudden change in attitude, to the doors of the theatre and inside. 


EEEE EK EE EEK 


"What do you want to see?" Lars asked, slipping his arm through Kirk's as they looked up at the illuminated 
boards displaying the movies playing and start times. The lobby was dimly lit, and from the back Kirk could 


almost pass for a woman anyway, with his long black curls and slender frame. 
"Uh..how about... Chicago?" 


" Chicago? A fucking musical? What's so fucking great about watching a fucking musical?" Lars scoffed, pulling 
away lightly to look incredulously at his lover. "| was expecting a horror movie, some science-fucking-fiction, 


maybe, but a musical Can you share whatever drugs you're on please?" 


‘lm not on anything, dick. Now just shut your pretty mouth and go buy some popcorn or something, while | go 
get the tickets. Oh, and can you get me a coke or something? With lots of ice?" 


Lars rolled his eyes and shuffled off towards the refreshments centre, while Kirk went to the box office and 
bought their tickets. There was an awkward moment when the girl behind the desk looked at him curiously, 


recognition flashing in her eyes. Kirk shifted, expectant. 


"Are you that guy that used to play guitar in Guns n Roses?" Kirk had to choke back surprised laughter, 
before assuring the girl that no, he'd never played guitar in Guns n' Roses, and making a quick getaway. 


He met up with Lars by the barrier where another cinema employee was patiently checking tickets. Since it 
was still relatively early there weren't many people around. Lars, clutching a large tub of popcorn for himself 
and a large coke (with lots of ice) for Kirk, nevertheless was relieved when they entered the dimly lit 


auditorium. 


"Where d'you wanna sit?" he asked, the question muffled slightly as he spoke around the popcorn he had just 
shoved in his mouth. Now it was Kirk's turn to roll his eyes as he gestured to the back row in the near- 
empty auditorium. This wasn't exactly going according to his carefully laid plans. Still, it could only get better 


from here on in. 


"Back row, huh?" Lars whispered as they sat down on the folding seats. While there were only a few other 
people besides themselves, and none of them sitting near the back, he didn't really want to draw any attention 


to him and Kirk. "Aren't you taking this date shit a little fucking seriously, Quirk?" 


"Will you shut up, it's starting," came the response as the lights dimmed even further and the screen came to 
life. Kirk took a sip of his drink and dropped his head onto Lars’ shoulder, snuggling up to him. Lars smiled 
slightly and let his head rest on top of Kirk's. Maybe this wouldn't be so fucking bad after all. 


Lars managed to sit through the adverts and the first few minutes of the film. Halfway through “All That 
Jazz" however he jumped, spilling popcorn on the floor as he did so, as Kirk's left hand slid from it's resting 


place on the armrest between them to his crotch. 


"What the fuck are you dong" Lars hissed as Kirk began rubbing two fingers gently up and down the denim of 
Lars' jeans just to the side of his fly. Even as he protested Lars could feel his cock starting to respond and 
harden, and his jeans began to feel uncomfortably tight. 


"What does it look like I'm doing?" Kirk murmured into his ear, then dipped a little lower to gently kiss Lars’ 
neck, his hair tickling Lars' jaw as he did so. "Just relax and enjoy it" 


Reaching down he unbuttoned Lars’ jeans and unzipped the fly, slipping his hand under the waistband of Lars’ 


underwear to pull his cock free. Lars gave a low moan as Kirk's thumb caressed the head. 


“Shhh.” To keep Lars quiet, Kirk leant in and kissed him, his tongue sliding into Lars' mouth as his hand wrapped 
around Lars’ cock and began to pump it slowly, squeezing gently, applying just the right amount of pressure as 


he moved up and down the hard shaft. 


“That's it baby," Kirk whispered, moving in to kiss and nip just below the drummer's ear as Lars closed his 
eyes and threw his head back, panting, exposing his neck. Pausing briefly to glance around the auditorium, Kirk 


noted with satisfaction that no one seemed to have noticed anything out of the ordinary going on in the back 


row. 


Lars bucked up into Kirk's fist, and turned his head to seek out Kirk's mouth for another kiss, deepening it as 
Kirk increased the speed of his hand on Lars’ cock. Lars pulled away and leant back in his seat again, biting back 
another moan. God, it felt so fucking good, and it turned him on even more to know that they were sitting in a 
movie theatre, all these people just watching the movie, not even aware that he was getting jerked off in the 


back row and was so close, so close to coming. 


As if Kirk had read his lover's thoughts he stopped pumping and took his hand away, and for one agonizing 
moment that Kirk was just going to leave him like this, rock hard with his cock out as punishment for all his 
bitching. In his lust induced haze Lars wasn't aware of Kirk removing the plastic cover of his coke and slipping 


a small ice cube into his mouth. 


Suddenly Kirk slid out of his seat and onto the floor, between Lars’ legs. Thankfully, the theatre was relatively 
new and the seats had lots of legroom. Lars lifted his head slightly and looked down through half-closed eyes. 


"What are you - fuck" Lars hissed as Kirk went down on him in one smooth motion, his cold mouth on Lars' 
throbbing cock making the drummer arch his back and thrust into Kirk's mouth. Kirk pushed Lars back down 


and continued to suck him, then suddenly swallowed, his throat muscles tightening. 


Lars thrust his hips up one last time, biting his lip as he came, trying desperately not to make any noise as 
Kirk kept swallowing, taking every last drop until Lars’ orgasm subsided and he relaxed in his seat, panting as 
Kirk pulled back, giving the head of Lars softening cock one last lick before climbing back into his own chair as 
Lars shakily tucked himself back into his underwear and re-zipped his jeans. 


"You call this a regular fucking date?" he whispered to Kirk once he had his breath back. Kirk glanced at Lars 
and grinned slightly. 


"Well, it started off like a regular date. | guess | just got a little carried away.." His voice trailed off as Lars 
ran his hand over the bulge in Kirk's leather pants. Grinning wickedly in the half-darkness, Lars moved between 
Kirk's knees. 


"Why don't | just return the favour?" Lars murmured, reaching for Kirk's fly. 


~ Finis ~ 


